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"Why not, Daddy? Why on earth not? I'll be here to repre-
sent you! And I swear I'll look after Ella, and of course PU
come up and say good night before we go. There—do now,
that's a darling! Do, for my sake. You can trust me, I swear
you can trust me, about Ella." What followed, what answer
the agitated Platonist made to her, Dud could not tell, but no
sooner had Thuella begun carrying round this unusual elder-
berry wine than he heard the door open and shut, and looking
round, he saw that Teucer Wye had disappeared.
He found it very easy to get hold of Wizzie, now that Mr,
Quirm, liberated from his wine-mixing, was free to gravitate
towards Thuella, and he beckoned to the girl to come and sit
on the sofa between Mrs. Quirm and himself. With their
glasses in their hands, full of a wine more deeply coloured as
well as more heavily scented than any wine he had ever tasted,
the party was free now, being relieved of Mr. Wye's presence,
to enjoy itself entirely at its own discretion; and with an almost
comical precipitancy it divided itself into couples, Claudius
with Jenny, Thuella with Mr. Quirm, and himself with Wizz;
only Wizz and he had Mrs. Quirm on their hands.
"How queerly the chap's hair grows," he thought, "and how
black it is! And yet it isn't negroid in the least. It is like some
kind of moss, though Pm damned if I know what kind. It's
almost as short as mine. I wonder if mine looked like that
when I was younger." He clinked his glass with Wizz, and,
leaning across Wizz, with Mrs. Quirm. They all three lifted
the dark-coloured stuff to their lips,
"It's nice!" cried Wizzie. "It's like what Sister Bridget used
to give her favourite girls on Saturday nights. But it's much
stronger—I cm feel it going to my head!"
"I rather like it too," remarked our friend. "It isn't as sickly-
sweet as I expected and its smell is delicious. Nancy 1 you're
barely tasting it! You're unfair to your lord's concoctions!"
Mrs. Quinn gave him in answer such an intimately challeng-
ing smile that he put a question to her that had been worrying
the depths of his consciousness for some while. "How old is
your husband?" he whispered; and then leaning towards her
across Wizzie's head, which the girl had bent low down over
her wine, he added: "Would you say he was twenty years older
than I am ?"
Nancy pretended to be thunder-struck at this question.  She

